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most wild excursions. For several years he was not only my hero
and leader, but principal instructor in the lighter amusements
of society. The final separation came some years later when he
presented me with a motor bicycle.

The bike was probably efficient, but at the age of fifteen
I became a perfect pestilence to my parent and to everyone else
with whom I came in contact. I understood nothing of lubrica-
tion or ignition, and used to accumulate the most ghastly shocks
through short circuits from the tank to my legs; and once, as the
light was failing on a tour into Hertfordshire, I successfully
lighted my way upon the road from the glow of the single
cylinder, red-hot through failure of the complicated lubricating
lamp.

In the final excursion, before my mother with fixed determina-
tion terminated this friendship, I dragged her at high speed,
and often on one wheel, to the East Coast at Southwold, in a
trailer made of basket-work, culminating the journey in a sand-
dune. Both the bike and trailer were despatched back, since I
had no funds, to my generous friend ; and I believe that he
received a parental note instructing him to determine the Platonic
friendship.

My return to Heddon Court was welcomed greatly by Mr.
Stallard. I enjoyed two further years at his school and look back
upon them with unmixed pleasure. From my tutors, especially
Summers and Harrison, I learned a great deal and became
interested in many things.

A woman, with an immense wart on her chin, instructed the
school in art. She filled me with enthusiasm for her subject,
and guided me in the first achievements of painting. Had I
followed the subject professionally, I think, with some pride
and with a great deal of gratitude, that I might have con-
siderably succeeded. In any case she established for me one of
the most absorbing hobbies of a lifetime.

But Stallard's School had grown enormously, both in numbers
and in prestige. We possessed a beautiful cricket and football
ground, rented from Lord Mansfield, and the excursions to this,
on " brakes " behind the goodly smell of horses, were an exciting
prelude and aftermath to the matches which ensued*

I was a fierce footballer ; and as full back the mainstay of a
side which among private schools was considered second to none
around London, perhaps throughout the country. But I was
far too temperamental for cricket, although a bowler of both